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The  Third  Annual 
Stephan  G.  Stephansson 
Poetry  Competition 

During  the  19S7/8S  school  year,  Alberta  Culture 
ami  Multiciilturalism,  Historic  Sites  Service 
sponsored  the  Third  Annual  Stephan  G.  Stephansson 
Poetry  Competition  for  school  a^e  children  in  the 
Red  Deer  and  Calgary  regions.  The  objectives  of 
this  competition  are  to  create  an  awareness  of 
Stephan  G.  Stephansson,  Canada's  "Poet  of  the 
Rocky  Mountains"  and  his  poetry,  and  to  provide 
an  opportunity  for  students  to  express  themselves 
in  verse. 

Poems  were  judged  by  an  independent  panel  of 
judges.  One  winner  and  up  to  three  honourable 
mentions  were  chosen  in.  each  of  the  grade  categories 
3-12.  The  winning  poems  were  read  and  prizes  were 
awarded  by  the  guest  poet,  Ms.  Kristjana  Gunnars, 
at  the  Sixth  Annual  Tombola  Festival  on  July  10, 
1988,  at  Stephansson  House  Historic  Site. 

This  anthology  contains  the  ten  first  prize  and 
twenty  honourable  mention  poems  as  selected  by 
our  judges.  We  hope  you  will  enjoy  reading  them. 


Colors  of 

Grown-ups 

humanity 

Are  Mean 

There  are 

They  make  you  wash  your 

many  kinds 

face  and  hands 

of  people. 

They  make  you  brush  your 

White,  black. 

teeth. 

yellow  or 

And  when  you  come  inside 

red.  Rainbows 

from  play. 

are  beautiful. 

They  make  you  wipe  your  feet. 

so  are 

They  don't  like  you  to  make  a 

the  colors 

sound 

of  humanity. 

not  even  a little  peep. 

And  as 

And  then  to  top  the  whole 

long  as 

thing  off 

the  colors 

They  make  you  go  to  sleep. 

stay  in 

their  soul. 

Serena  Mohanied 

they'll  always 

Honourable  Mention 

hold  the 

Grade  3 

feeling  of 

Ghristopher  Robin  School 

people  in 

Galgary 

their  heart. 

Adam  Lippitt 

First  Prize 

Grade  3 

St.  Augustine  School 

Calganj 

When  Spring 
Comes 

When  spring  comes  with  its  cool 
fresh  nir, 

1 simply,  simply  can  not  bear, 

T(.>  put  on  my  boots  and  extra 
socks. 

Stepping  in  mud  puddles  splot, 
splot,  splot! 

But,  when  1 get  home  I begin 
to  shudder! 

I'm  always  prepared  for  a 
mother. 

That's  screeching  so  loud, 

"What  A Mess!!!" 

But  do  you  know  what  I think? 

Splashing  in  puddles  is  best! 

Mario  Taylor 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  3 

Mountview  Elementary 
Red  Deer 


The  Ocean 

It  roars. 

It  grumbles. 

It  bangs  on  the  rocks. 

Then  it  whispers. 

And  rolls. 

And  seems  like  it  talks. 

It's  silent. 

And  tame. 

And  quiet  like  a hawk. 

Then  tomorrow. 

It's  louder. 

And  will  bang  on  the 
rocks. 

Linnea  Fitch 
First  Prize 
Grade  4 

Mountview  Elementary 
Red  Deer 


People 

There  are  people  in  this  world, 

With  hair  crimped  or  simply 
curled. 

But  you  have  to  look  inside 

Where  you  find  feelings  like 
pride. 

If  someone  bugs  you  don't  let 
yourself  down, 

Because  you'll  feel  much  better 
without  a frown. 

Being  yourself  is  the  best  you 
can  be 

So  take  the  time  to  really  be 
me. 


Karin  Zupviger 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  4 
Falun  School 
Falun 


Homework, 
I Hate  It 


Homework  I hate  it. 

It's  awful,  it's  dumb. 

But  it's  fun  when  my  Dad 
let's  me  chew  bubble  gum! 

Homework  I hate  it. 

I can't  watch  T.V. 

I can't  see  the  cowboys  or 
sharks  in  the  sea. 

Homework  I hate  it. 

It's  stupid,  it's  hard. 

No  one  will  help  me. 

I'd  rather  play  cards. 

Homework  is  stupid,  awful 
and  dumb. 

No  one  will  help  me. 

How  can  it  get  done???? 


Michelle  Bartleman 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  4 

Mountview  Elementary 
Red  Deer 


I'hey  CDiiio 

From  vviiy  down 

In  niy  soul 

The  core  ot  inv  spirit 

In  succession 

I'hey  rise 

I'o  help  express 

To  help  the  frown 

Emerge 

From  the  bottom 

Of  my  soul 

My  eyes 

Open 

May  salt  water 

Splash 

Down  cheeks  of  scarlet. 

Feelings 

My  eyes 

I squint 

I growl 

A tight  mouth 

Pulled  together 

In  shape 

Of  a long  frown 

To  express 

The  feelings 

Inside. 

The  mouth 

Of  mine 

Opens  wide 

To  allow 

The  ring  of  laughter 

Echo 

My  eyes  close 

Shivering 

My  nails 

Shorter 

By  the  minute 

As  through  my  mind 
Thoughts 

Of  abduction 

Appear. 

Loud  and  clear 

To  express 

A toothy  grin 

And  a feeling 

Passes  up 

Throughout  me 

Touching  the  heart 

Of  neighbors 

United. 

They  come  from  way  down 

In  my  soul 

The  core  of  my  spirit 

In  succession 

They  rise 

To  help  express 

To  help  show 

The  real  me.  ■ c -a 

Chrystal  Crozier-Smith 

First  Prize 

Grade  5 

Oriole  Park  School 

Red  Deer 

Winter 

Ever  Wild, 

Part  I 

Ever  Wary, 

Cold  and  grey, 

In  The  Dark 

Dark,  forbidding. 

As  I look  out  the  window. 

Dusk  falls. 

Into  the  dark,  dark  night. 

All  of  the  night  animals  creep 

I see  winter  stretching  out  its 

out 

icy  fingers. 

Thinking  it  is  safe. 

Try  to  grab  me. 

BUT  NO. 

I cringe  and  pull  back. 

The  graceful,  sly  female  lion 

For  I do  not  want  to  be  forced. 

Is  out  to  hunt. 

Into  the  never-ending  cycle  of  winter. 

Stealthily, 

Part  II 

She  creeps  towards  the  quiet, 
unexpecting  herd. 

Sparkling  white. 

Faster  she  goes. 

This  hme  closer  to  the  ground. 

As  I look  out  the  window. 

The  leader  of  the  herd  j r s his 

I see  fairies  dancing  across  the 

head  up  ^ ^ 

snow. 

And  nervously  looks  around 

Hurrying  to  sprinkle  fairy  dust  on 

And  finally  lowers  his  wary 

all  the  trees. 

head. 

Before  the  world  wakes  up  and  sees. 

Everyone  gets  that  glorious  feeling. 

She  pounces, 

A slow  mule  deer  wasn't  fast 

When  they  walk  on  fresh  new  snow. 

Unmarred  by  other  people's  feet. 

enough. 

She  carries  home  her  prey. 

As  you  watch  the  world. 

Tomorrow  night... 

She  will  hunt  again  in  the  setting 
sun. 

Being  turned  into  a crystal  fairyland  in. 

Winter. 

Melanie  Szepvoiggi 

Erica  Cutress 

Honourable  Mention 

Honourable  Mention 

Grade  5 

Grade  5 

Charlie  Killain  School 

Millarville  Community  School 

Cam  rose 

Millarville 

Apocalypse 


She  was  seated  at  the  table 
In  the  farthest  corner  of  the  diner 
l.ooking  at  the  letters  painted  on  the  window 
And  turning  the  words  artnind  mentally. 
hCAl  r S'LA  it  said. 

She  stirred  the  cup  of  coffee  before  her 
1 loping  that  somewhere  in  tln)se  muddy  depths 
She  could  find  peace  at  last. 

I'hen  it  came,  so  swift  and  silent. 

The  Revelation  for  which  she  searched. 

At  first  she  didn't  recognize 
The  in\  isible  figure  looming  above  her. 
but  Revelation  was  stirring 
The  long  forgotten  dregs  of  her  very  soul 
just  as  she  swirled  a spoon 
Through  the  murky  fluid  in  the  mug  on  the 
table. 

As  Revelation  dawned  upon  her. 

She  forgot  herself. 

She  completely  left  behind  that  forlorn  figure 
Who  spent  each  morn  at  Al's  restaurant 
Drinking  gallons  of  coffee. 

Revelation  took  her  inside  of  herself 
Where  she  saw  her  mind  and  soul  joined 
as  one 

Battling  her  human  form  like  a maverick  animal. 

She  turned  to  Revelation 

Mutely  begging  for  an  explanation. 

He  understood  that  question 

Which  called  out  silently  from  her  eyes. 

He  pushed  her  towards  the  bout 
Obviously  meaning  for  her  to  declare  a truce. 


She  threw  herself  into  the  fight 

And  looked  both  combatants  in  the  eye. 

She  saw  her  human  form  as  she  knew  it. 

The  woman  who  spent  her  life  bitter  and 
unemployed. 

But  the  other  fighter  was  her  essence 

Remembered  only  in  her  fearful  dreams. 

In  a way,  it  resembled  her  human  body 

But  bound  and  fettered,  held  back. 

Not  thinking,  she  reached  out  and  clasped 
their  hands 

And  before  her  eyes,  they  fused  together. 

A new  being  stepped  out  of  that  shell, 

A radiant  figure  beyond  description. 

The  being  smiled  and  said,  "You  have  created 
the  peace 

That  you  so  yearned  for.  You  have  joined 
together  your  mind 

And  body.  Life  is  yours  to  do  with  as  you 
see  fit. 

There  are  successes  and  pleasures,  but  also 
pain  and  sorrow. 

Good  luck."  And  then  she  understood  as  she 
stirred  her  coffee 

That  from  then  on,  life  would  be  very  different... 

Monica  Fipke 
First  Prize 
Grade  6 
Pipestone  School 
Millet 


Running  Free 


Running  wild 

Soon 

side  by  side 

no  animals 

the  pack. 

in  the  world  live. 

The  hunters 

Only  humans 

also  the  hunted. 

who  are  still 

Hunted  for 

not  satisfied. 

their  beautiful  hide. 

They  kill 

by  the  worst 

each  other 

enemy  to  any  wild. 

to  the  point 

living,  thing. 

when  only  one 

MAN. 

man  is  left 

Killing  the 

and  dies  of 

pack  members 

loneliness. 

slowly,  silently 

Then  what 

one  by  one. 

is  left  is 

Day  by  day 

our  fault. 

the  pack  members 

Live  and 

decrease. 

let  live 

Soon  it  is 

is  a rule 

a single  wolf 

we  should 

running  for 

its  life. 

all  follow. 

Man  killing 

Amanda  Marshall 

for  no  reason 

Honourable  Mention 
Grade  6 

except  final  greed. 

Rimbei/  Elementary 
Rimbei/ 

The  Bird 

The  bird  flew  through  the  echoing  skies 
with  a look  of  freedom  in  his 
crystal  clear  eyes. 

He  flew  with  intelligence,  longing 
and  speed, 

And  he  flew  with  each  stroke,  searching 
to  find  feed. 

As  the  night  fell  upon  the  lake, 
clear  and  wet. 

The  moon  shone  its  brightest  on  the 
bird's  silhouette. 

The  wolves  sang  their  hunting  song 
of  proudness  and  defeat. 

And  the  bird  shook  with  fear  at 
each  wing  that  he  beat. 

But  the  bird's  shadowy  figure  was 
easy  to  see,  and  a startling  bang 
echoed  through  the  still  weeds. 

The  bird's  feathery  face  turned 
deathly  and  pale, 
and  through  the  snow-capped 
mountains  still  echoes  his  wail. 

Elaiiie  Sims 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  6 

Mountview  Elementary 
Red  Deer 


What  is 
the  sound 
of  a Rainbow? 

A million  bright  colours  abound. 

But  docs  a rainbow  make  a sound? 
Perhaps  a small  and  stifled  peep, 

C')r  laughter  rolling  in  bounds  and  leaps. 
A thousand  exclamations. 

Rebounding  from  great  vast  nations. 

Or  children  shouting  gleefully; 

Come  look  at  this!  Come  look  at  me! 

The  seagull's  cry.  The  ocean's  roar. 
Music  flooding  from  a door. 

The  busy,  happy  carnival, 

A happy  cry,  a gentle  pull. 

A flock  of  geese,  a flock  of  ducks. 

The  bells  on  bikes,  the  horns  on  trucks. 
Kids  beneath  the  Christmas  tree, 

A tiny  hope,  a gentle  plea. 

Any  sound  you  dare  to  make. 

That  little  sound  a rainbow  takes. 

So  when  the  silence  does  rebound. 

That,  as  well,  is  the  rainbow's  sound. 


My  life 

My  life  flows  on  a clear-blue  lake, 

down  a fresh-water  mountain  stream 

where  delicate  lilies, 

and  small,  hiding  orchids 

bask  in  quiet  sunlight, 

all  free. 

And  if  you  look  down  at  the  bottom 

of  my  lake, 

you'll  find  treasure, 

beyond  any  price 

Unbroken  wishes 
and  beautiful  memories, 
all  free  for  the  taking, 
no  price 

Soleena  Wiesner 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  7 
Glendale  Junior  High 
Red  Deer 


Heather  McCormick 
First  Prize 
Grade  7 
Glendale  Junior  High 
Red  Deer 


Flower 


A whisper  in  the  morning. 

A splash  of  colour  against  the  green 
A beautiful  blossom 
newly  awakened 
by  the  soft  morning  dew. 

Delicate 
yet  strong 

reaching  for  the  sunlight 
hiding  in  the  shade 
playing  with  the  wind 
swaying  in  the  breeze. 

A refuge  for  the  honey  bees 
content  in  the  morning  sun. 

Traci  Kristianson 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  7 

George  McDougall  funior  High 
Airdrie 


Doll's  Attic 


A yawn, 

A sigh 

Is  all  we  hear. 

A quiet  old  place 
Where  memories  of  pleasure 
And  the  love  between  friends 
Lurk. 

No  laughter. 

No  squeals  of  delight. 
They  sit  motionless. 

Waiting, 

Praying 

For  a child  to  love  them  as 
They  were 

Once  upon  a time. 


Jennifer  Albert 
First  Prize 
Grade  8 
St.  Michael's 
Calgary 


Are  You  Aware?  Mother  Nature 


Are  you  aware  of  the  laughing  brook 
as  it  winds  its  way  througli  forest  green? 

Are  \'ou  aware  of  the  birds  of  song 
as  they  flutter  in  the  maple  trees? 

Are  \'ou  aware  of  the  whisper  of  the  cattails 
as  the\'  sway  in  a delicate  breeze? 

Are  you  aware  of  the  sound  of  the  bullfrog 
as  it  croaks  a tune,  a mate  to  please? 

Are  you,  in  the  busy  streets,  aware  of  these, 
through  the  shrieks  of  laughter, 
and  cruelties  of  war? 

Are  you  truly  aware? 

Rcgiun  L.  deSchiffart 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  8 

Lacombe  Christian  School 
Lacombe 


Mother  Nature  — who  is  she? 

Where  did  she  come  from? 

The  summer  season  returns  as  always 
Leaving  the  sun  towering  above  us. 

Caressing  winds  drifting  to  and  fro  throughout 
the  pleasant  air 
But  how  did  this  happen. 

Mother  Nature? 

The  fall  season  strolls  along  almost  invisibly 
Showering  leaves  of  crimson  and  gold  among 
the  sticky  grass  below 
Cool  rains  that  descend,  from  up  above, 
refreshes  the  bodies  of  all 
But  how  did  this  happen. 

Mother  Nature? 

The  winter  season  is  soon  to  be  present  and 
Glimmering  crystals  of  snow  are  to  be  seen 
Their  rippling  waters  upon  the  ocean, 
have  slowly  hardened  to  ice. 

But  how  did  this  happen. 

Mother  Nature? 

Spring  season  has  finally  arrived 
Spreading  gleaming  colours  and  flowers  all  around 
Life  so  bright  and  beautiful  coming  from 
underground 
But  how  did  this  happen. 

Mother  Nature? 

Mother  Nature  is  such  a wonder 
To  me  and  many  others 
She  brings  never-ending  nature  to  all 
Whatever  the  time. 

Whatever  the  days. 

Forever  eternal  nature. 

But  who  is  Mother  Nature? 


Eunice  Javier 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  8 
Don  Bosco  School 
Calgary 


A Cry 
For  Love 

I sat  in  the  cold  autumn  air 
watching  a leaf. 

As  the  wind  blew, 

the  leaf  struggled  to  hold  onto  the  tree. 

The  wind  seemed  so  uncaring 
as  it  plucked  the  leaf  from  the  unity  of  the  tree. 
The  leaf  was  forced  into  the  cold  world 
without  a friend. 

In  the  whistle  of  the  wind,  I heard  the  leaf 
Cry  for  the  tree,  as  I have  cried  for  love. 

AUene  Huber 
First  Prize 
Grade  9 

Menno  Simons  Christian  School 
Calgary 


He  stood  above  her 
and  looked  in  her  eyes 
he  touched  her  hand 
and  felt  their  strong  ties. 

He  remembered  the  times 
she  told  him  she  cared 
he'd  always  cherished 
the  times  that  they  shared. 

He'd  always  felt  her  pain 
and  sorrow  he  smiled  to  see 
her  laugh, 

and  looked  forward  to  tomorrow. 
He  leaned  close  to  her 
and  whispered  her  name 
he  told  her  he  loved  her 
it  would  never  be  the  same. 

He  removed  his  ring 
and  placed  it  on  her  finger 
he  felt  all  the  love 
and  let  his  eyes  linger. 

A silent  tear 
slid  down  his  face 
she  had  so  much  beauty 
so  much  grace. 

He  stood  very  still 
letting  no  feelings  show, 
as  they  carried  her  casket 
across  the  soft,  white  snow. 


Natalie  Clarke 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  9 
Elboya  Junior  High 
Calgary 


Anticipation 

Drociii'is, 

This  has  been  the  longest  we've  been  apart. 

ii  shiitttMod  rainbow  - 

The  only  thing  I've  gotten 

tragnu'iits 

is  a voice  through  an  object. 

id  ail 

a piece  of  paper  in  the  mail. 

illusion 

a heart  longing  to  see  him. 

tailing. . . 

into  nothing; 

Oh,  speaking  to  him  through  mail  and 

a g rev  ness 

phone  is  wonderful. 

never  ending. 

Don't  get  me  wrong. 

Mv  mind 

But  it's  not  the  same 

is  a void  - 

as  giving  him  a hug  or 

a blank  expanse 

telling  him  how  my  day  has  been. 

awaiting 

And  now  I'll  get  to  see  him 

the  ecstasy  of  creation. 

at  last. 

Awareness 

I can  hardly  keep  still. 

comes  creeping 

I hear  noises. 

slowly. 

A dog's  bark,  a door  slam. 

Images  and  colors 

Is  it  him? 

form  thoughts. 

My  older  brother? 

words. 

ideas. 

Why  do  we  grow  up? 

Each  one 

Things  change 

relevant 

We  don't  always  see  the  ones 

manipulating 

we  love  as  much. 

changing 

But  then. . .1  guess 

all  others; 

It  makes  us  realize  how  much  we 

forming  a river 

miss  one  another  when  we 

of  consciousness 

meet  again. 

and  I, 

awaken. 

He's  here! 

Tracei/  Plunkett 

Christy  Doell 

Honourable  Mention 

First  Prize 

Grade  9 

Grade  10 

Lacombe  Junior  High 

Wetaskizvin  Composite  High 

Lacornbe 

Wetaskizvin 

Letting  Go 

Lingering  in  pain, 

I grasp  the  crumbling  nest  and 
I know  the  time  to  fly  is  here. 

An  eagle  can  not  soar 
until  it  leaves  the  nest, 
and  the  destiny  of  a bird  is  to 
race  with  the  wind. 

Virgin  wings  in  a foreign  sky, 
dipping  and  swooping, 
testing  the  exhilarating  freedom. 

Infant  feathers  ruffling  in  eternity. 

Climbing  higher  and  faster, 
darting  to  the  sun. 

And  as  the  nest  disappears, 

memories  of  a familiar  warmth  call  to  my  soul. 

I am  torn, 

aching  with  grief,  but  reaching  to  my  new  life. 

And  then,  the  memories  change  to  comfort, 
the  struggle  dies  and  I glide  into  a patch  of 
cloudless  blue. 

Boldly  I fly  on, 

each  wingbeat  singing  with  an  endless  love 
for  the  sky. 


i helped  shape 
the  world  today. 

2 little  girls 

delighting  over  the  fact 
that  ladies  always  go  first. 

and  i,  older 
say 

but  you  must  be  considerate  to  them 
as  well. 

but  what  if  they're  not  always  nice? 
honest  eyes 
petite  ears 
await  my  reply. 

no  matter  what,  you  must  always  be  kind, 
well,  ok. 

i helped  shape  the  world  today. 

Raeunjn  ScJuiee 
Hoiourable  Mention 
Grade  10 

Wetaskizvin  Composite  Hiph 
Westaskizoin 


juleta  Severson 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  10 
Henry  Wisezoood  High 
Calgary 


The  Race 

When  1 was  young  1 hid  many  places. 

Panting  and  tiring  as  we  neared  the  finish. 

I’or  1 was  always  afraid. 

But  with  smashing  power. 

One  of  these  places  was  a horse  tree. 

Not  knowing  where  it  came  from. 

Oh  what  a great  horse  it  was. 

My  steed  started  to  move. 

A purebred  stallion  was  he. 

Now  second,  we  were  feeling  good. 

With  a coat  the  color  of  burnt  umber. 

But  still  my  horse  surged  on. 

And  a mane  of  dark  oliv'e  green. 

Running  side  by  side  with  the  first. 

His  legs  were  strong  when  muscles  tensed. 

Finish  was  coming  close. 

fiis  strides  were  long  and  fair. 

Back  and  forth  we  pushed. 

In  the  starting  gate  we  were. 

Trying  for  a win. 

Horse  and  rider  as  one. 

We  were  finally  pulling  ahead. 

Both  hungry  for  victory. 

Then  the  worst  thing  in  my  life  happened. 

Bolting  out  of  the  gate. 

Aaron!. . .Time  for  supper!"  my  mother  called. 

We  sped  away  with  power  from  in. 

I shall  never  know  how  that  race  ended. 

Mox’ing  to  third  we  began  to  respect. 

But  my  horse  awaits  me. 

Respect  the  other  riders  and  horses. 

And  tomorrow  we  shall  race  again. 

Our  own  steam  could  be  seen. 

Aaron  Stephenson 

Honourable  Mention 

Grade  10 

Wetaskizvin  Composite  High 

Wetaskiwin 

Fool's  Gold 


Adolescent  soldiers 

tramp  through  the  battlefields. 

Fallen  friends 

forgotten 

the  fight  is  for  survival  — 

Cut! 

Wounded  bodies  disband, 
exit 

the  false  scene  of  destruction. 
Who  are  they? 

Thespians 

in  a comedy  of  glory. 

They 

who  know  nothing  of  the  true 
tragedy  of  pain. 


Directors  of  these 
cardhouse  flicks 
tell  nothing  of  the  welcome  home. 
What  did  they  receive? 

Men  condemned  for  their 
cruel  loyalty, 

shunned  by  righteous  masses 
while  the  studio's  lion  roars 
and 

cashes  in 

on  the  glory  of  a war 
that  was  only  hate. 

Hollywood, 

prospecting  people's  lives 
for  a fool's  gold. 


From  the  day  of  their  birth  the 
"heroes"  of  'Nam 
were  used 

to  rage  against  the  dying  of  the  light. 


Krystn  Nors 
First  Prize 
Grade  11 
Bert  Church  High  School 
Airdrie 


Escape 

registered  from 
the  edge 
of  the  bed 


I'vo  been  waiting  tor  such  a long  time 
I'o  breathe,  to  speak  again  but  my  tongue 
is  worn. 

This  sensation  takes  hold, 

the  spectre  takes  form,  but  I can't  touch  it. 

With  my  hand  outstretched  to  block  the  sun, 
fingers  spread  and  touching  tips,  forming  little 
diamonds, 

little  fragments  of  light  breaking  through  the 
wall  in  the 

cracks  among  the  bricks. 

1 can't  feel  it.  1 can't  feel  the  seasons  change. 

1 can't 

feel  the  cloudy  days  that  steal  the  time.  I can't 
feel  much. 

My  skin  has  been  strung,  the  canvas  pulled 
and  warped, 

I breathe  through  the  broken  pores,  like 
damaged  panes. 

The  holes  make  tracks,  like  the  sculptor's  tattoos, 
punctured  and  threaded  with  precision. 

I can  almost  connect  the  dots  between  the  times. 
Each  mark  is  pounded  in  like  a coin's  face. 

Once  minted  and  fresh,  it  is  scratched  and  marred 
and  the  silver  is  gone. 

Every  memory  etched  into  the  skin,  every 
thought  marked  like 

breadcrumbs  in  the  dead  green  trails  that  line 
the  flesh. 


1 can  see  the  distances  here,  between  the  days, 
between  the  trenches. 

1 can  see  what  is  lost  in  the  moments  spent. 
These  marks  are  the  proofs,  the  evidence  I once 
sought  to 

prove  being,  point  taken. 

It  all  remains,  the  scars,  the  portraits, 
the  footprints  in  the  soft  concrete. 

The  will  lies,  like  the  china,  from  the  hand  to 
the  floor. 

1 think  the  sun  is  rising. 

I can't  quite  turn  my  head  to  see. 

I think  the  window  is  open,  because,  from  out 
of  the  corner 

of  my  eye,  the  curtain,  1 think,  is  billowing. 

I might  sit  up  again  if  I have  the  strength. 

Jason  Anderson 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  11 

Sir  Winston  Churchill  High 
Calgary 


August/ 

Southern  Alberta 

The  sweat  drips  down  my  back 
and  in  my  hair. 

As  I walk  across  the  summerfallow. 

The  brown  earth  is  dusty  and  fine. 

Clinging  to  my  sunburned  legs  and  feet  in  small 
puffs. 

Like  smoke  from  a mosquito  smudge. 

I am  getting  the  horses  from  the  far  pasture. 

(Dad  wants  to  check  the  cattle  with  them 
later, 

when  the  air  is  cooler.) 

The  fat  sorrel  mare  switches  flies  with  her  tail 
and 

trembling  hide,  beside  the  drying  dugout. 

The  mud  steams. 

The  algae  is  thick,  green  and  bubbling. 

The  alkali  smell  clings  hotly  in  the  air. 

I carefully  walk  around  it. 

The  horses  follow  the  sound  of  my  whistle. 

We  take  our  time.  It  is  too  hot  to  work. 

By  the  time  we  reach  the  barns 
the  sky  is  black. 

Raindrops  as  big  as  arrowheads  sting  me 
when  I run  for  the  shelter  of  the  house. 

The  rainshower  races  through  the  grass  and 
fields. 

It  cools  the  sizzling  buildings,  animals,  air. 

And  it  leaves  blurry  lines  in  the  dirt  on 
my  skin. 

Shellex/  Boettcher 
First  Prize 
Grade  12 
Hugh  Sutherland  High 
Car  stairs 


Lights  of 
the  Way 

I stood  outside 
Under  the  Northern  sky. 

And  above  me. 

In  an  illusive  pattern  of  colors. 

Weaving  an  unending  story. 

Danced  the  lights. 

Under  the  fluorescent  bulbs, 

I learned  that  this 

Aurora  borealis  is  caused  by  electrons 
Flowing  from  the  sun 
And  spiraling  in  the  magnetic  fields 
Around  earth. 

Amazing  that  this  simple  path 
Is  so  complex. 

I stand  at  the  Door 
And  in  the  sky. 

Just  Beyond  me. 

There  are  many  Lights. 

And  as  I dance  in  the  pattern 
That  they  reflect, 

I struggle  for  a glimpse 
Of  the  Meaning. 

Carla  Smithson 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  12 
Hay  Lakes  School 
Hay  Lakes 


There  she  sdt, 
an  old  woman, 
clad  in  white, 
sheet  white. 

1 ler  skin  was  pale, 
a sick  pale, 
with  round  glasses 
resting  on  her  face, 
her  swollen  face, 
swollen  old  face. 

Her  white  sweater 
eking  to  her  body, 
her  thin  small  body 
that  crouched  in  the  chair. 
Her  far  away  eyes 
wandereci  in  her  mind, 
her  overflowing  mind, 
and  some  came  through 
her  lips, 

her  colorless  lips. 

Her  etiolate,  bloated  hands, 
skimmed  through  her  hair, 
her  grey,  white  hair. 

She  didn't  pay  any  attention 
to  the  scenery, 

the  light  comfortable  scenery. 


The  Forgotten 

And  I watched  her 
and  she  moved  slowly. 

Slowly  but  smoothly. 

Her  fries, 

her  limp,  cold  fries 

were  covered  in  a sluggish  bulk  of  ketchup. 

As  I swept  the  floor, 
she  rambled  to  herself, 
no  one  else, 
her  bloated  hands 
grasped  a cold  coffee  cup, 
and  she  felt  nothing, 
but  hoped  for  warmth. 

The  coffee  was  only  thick, 
and  cold. 

I could  not  help  but  stare, 
at  this  old,  pale  woman, 
as  she  sat  alone, 
talking  to  no  one, 
but  her  memories. 


Craig  Taffs 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  12 
Chestermere  High  School 
Calgary 
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